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White Wine 

H T was a lovely day for the trip and the Smiths were 
enthusiastic over the long anticipated visit to 
Niagara Falls. When Mr. and Mrs. Smith had 
been married they had planned to go there on their honey- 
moon, but adverse conditions prevailed and they had never 
seemed after that to get the time. During the years that 
William, their only son, was growing up they had planned 
and figured on the trip until it had become a kind of obses- 
sion to them.. Now Mr. Smith was forty-five and his wife 
forty, but still as determined to go as when they were 
first married. 

Everything had worked out beautifully so that the trip 
was now a reality. Mr. Smith had settled his business 
affairs so that for two weeks he could retire. William had 
gone back to college after a vacation spent at home and 
Mrs. Smith had finished her task of putting up the annual 
supply of white wine from the grapes grown on her own 
arbor. Mr. Smith helped wonderfully in bottling and 
putting up the wine, but was not so enthusiastic over the 
canning of preserves and jellies, for Mr- Smith had a taste 
for white wine. The suitcases were packed, the house 
locked up and they set out on the long-wished-for trip. 

Two days after the departure of his parents William 
stepped off the local train at home after having been sent 
home because of the epidemic. William knew of his 
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parents’ proposed trip, as they had written and told him 
of it, so he was prepared for the silence at home. 

He found the door key under the mat, walked in and 
unpacked his trunk; then he proceeded to the kitchen to 
forage for something to eat. ‘‘Not much success here,” 
thought William; then bethinking himself of the cellar 
with its preserves and jellies, he started an investigation 
which could only end in his discovery of the — ^white wine. 
William had inherited his father’s thirst and he quickly 
sampled the contents of a gallon jug. After several dem- 
onstrations of his thirst, which reduced the jug to a jug 
only, he felt called upon to invite a few of his boy friends 
in ; so he walked to the telephone and after much difficulty 
finally reached one of his vacation pals, who on learning 
the circumstances, suggested a party, which was heartily 
approved of by William. 

The gang soon arrived and the party got under full 
swing with the aid of the whole winter’s supply of white 
wine. A banjo was produced and with the aid of this 
“Annie Laurie” was rendered with lots of volume. Wine 
flowed freely and several had to be put to bed. The last 
drop was drained by William himself about twelve that 
night, and he, too, had to retire after considerable help 
from his partners in crime. 

The next morning the headaches were so fierce they 
swore off forever. The gang dressed and left, leaving 
William with his empty jugs and reflections. What would 
his Dad and Mother do when they got home and saw the 
damage he had done to the wine? He must think of some 
scheme to fool them. He tried to think, but his head ached 
so that he couldn’t keep his mind on it. His mouth felt 
thick and dry; he wanted something sour to taste. He 
sipped some vinegar from a bottle in the cupboard. No 
sooner had the liquid touched his lips than he got his in- 
spiration. William counted his money, dressed, went to 
the store and made his purchase. 

Several days later Mr. and Mrs. Smith came back, and 
to their delight they were met at the station by William. 
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Mother and Dad talked about the trip and William on the 
way home told about the “flu” epidemic. As soon as they 
arnved Mr. Smith retired to the cellar to 
weeks thirst He selected a jug, pulled the cork with his 
teeth and took a swig. “Ugh!” he exclaimed, as he tasted 

fSLd"Jb examined all of the jugs in turn and 

und that all had turned to vinegar. He sighed. The long- 

seemed drab now, and he retired that night to 
Niagara Falls. Harbin, ’30. 



A Refug ee 


^|AWSY mercy,” mumbled Isaiah Jones as he 
scanned the headlines of the Nashville Ghbe 

Art “River out of banks at Gotton Plant, 

Ark.— thousands homeless.” He read on, “Refugees being 
cared for by Red Cross.” ^ ^ 

grumWinrY Tamarack shack 

grumbling at the poor hand fortune had dealt him 

He entered and immediately walked to a table where a 
crap g’ame was in progress. 

^ dollar on the 
table, heah am mah las’ haf’ dollah. Lawd, please lemme 

ran Isaiah 

ran the half up to five dollars in four minutes. Amid the 

protests of the other participants Isaiah withdrew from 

“W^Sf-fr out on Cedar Street again. 

tin’ % T “dis five am somp- 

tin but It sho won’ las’ long. Ef somptin don’ happen 
it pears lak ah will hab to go to work.'^ 

to ^tJn ^^reat idea struck him. “Ah’ll go down 

— camps an’ 

for Memphis. ^ ^^“"d 
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After a day and a half's train ride and a long walk 
across a railroad bridge at Memphis, Isaiah found himself 
on the edge of the flood area. 

The next great question was how to get into a refugee 
camp. 

Isaiah was at first frightened by the great expanse of 
yellow water. This wore off gradually, however, and he 
soon got up enough courage to hop aboard a barn door 
that was floating slowly down the stream. 

By the will of God our Ethiopian hero escaped being 
spilled into the river. The door on which he was riding 
caught on two snags and came very near capsizing when 
it got in a cross current formed by the junction of the 
Mississippi and St. Francis rivers. 

Isaiah was sighted by a patrol boat and taken to the 
refugee camp at Marked Tree, Arkansas, He was thor- 
oughly deloused, inoculated, sprayed, furnished with clean 
clothes, assigned a tent and told where his meals would 
be served him. 

‘‘Hot dawg," thought Isaiah, “no work, a place to sleep, 
good grub, clean clothes and all fo’ nothin' — Oh, ain' ah de 
wise guy, tho'?" 

No sooner had he said this than the director of the 
camp, who happened to be passing, was attracted by 
Isaiah’s physique. 

“Say, niggar," he asked, “what are you doing loafing 
around here?" 

“Ah'se a refuger," answered Isaiah. 

“Refugee? Maybe you are, but I'm not gonna let any 
big strapping nigger like you loaf around my camp when 
men are needed to reinforce the levees. It's the levees for 
you, and if you don't want to work I've got soldiers back of 
me that can make you !" 

Isaiah was last seen hauling sandbags around on his 
big shoulders to plug gaps in the Vicksburg levees and 
wishing he was back in Nashville. 


Jimmy Kranz, '30 
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Runaways 

little boys trudged slowly up a steep mountain 
d overlooking the small town of Barnesville in 
East Tennessee mountains. It was a very hot 
Saturday early in May, and every now and then the boys 
would stop to rest. The day before both of them had been 
mercilessly whipped (as they thought) for playing hooky 
from school and going instead to 'The old swimmin' hole’' 
in the creek just below the mill pond. Now they were going 
away forever so they could live like men and not be beaten 
like dogs. Their first objective was a small hollow place 
under a ledge of rock on the mountain side, which was 
their "cave.” From the day they had found it it had 
always been their secret hiding place and rendezvous for 
many secret meetings in the summer. 

Both boys were ten years old. Bub Hill had known his 
pal, Skinny Warden, ever since he had learned to walk, 
and together they had got into mischief many a time. High 
up on the mountain they turned off into a little used coun- 
try road that ran along the side of the mountain. As they 
looked down into the town, Bub asked: 

"Say, Skinny, can you cook?” 

"I ain’t tried yet,” he replied. 

There was a catch in Bub’s voice as he said, "I wish 
we had brought some of ma’s cooked food instead of all 
this raw Truck.’ ” 

"Never mind,” said Skinny, "I’ve watched mom cook, 
and I bet I can do ’bout as good.” 

It was nearly sundown when Bub and Skinny sat down 
to the first meal they had ever cooked by themselves. The 
eggs and potatoes w’^ere too greasy and too badly burned to 
taste good and, worst of all, neither one had remembered 
to bring any salt and pepper. But, nevertheless, they ate 
heartily and talked a lot about how sorry their folks would 
be when they were missing from the supper table that 
night. Soon after they had finished eating supper night 
settled on the mountain side like a hood. They somehow 
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lost whatever high spirits they might have had before 
dark and the silence bore down on them. They paid no 
attention to the campfire and it soon died down and the 
cave became chilly and damp. They spread their blan- 
kets on the hard ground and lay down to sleep. But sleep 
they could not. Rarely did either one speak and the quiet- 
ness became agonizing to them;. Along about midnight, 
as they thought, though in reality it was only half-past 
eight, suddenly from without came a piercing, shrill, long- 
drawn-out screech. They sat up in bed horror-stricken and 
pale, with hearts thumping like mad and so terrified that 
they could not speak. In another instant they were out- 
side running like mad. As they emerged so noisily from 
the cave a great horned owl sitting high above on a limb in 
a tall pine tree spread his big wings and silently glided 
away. 

Half an hour later two sheepish-looking little boys were 
kneeling at their mothers' knees saying their prayers. I 
do not know if they expressed it in their prayers or not, 
but I am sure they were thankful to be at home. 


John Shumaker, Jr., '80. 


The Industrious 



H NE pretty morning about ten o'clock there was a 
knock heard on the door of William Wayesworth 
Jennings, president of one of the leading engineer- 
ing firms. 

‘‘Come in," said a voice from within. 

On this bidding a nice looking youth by the name of 
Louis Biles came in and bade him good morning. 

“I presume you wish to apply for a job," said Mr, 
Jennings. 

“No, sir," was the reply, “I want to speak to you on a 
subject that is of great importance to me. I am Louis 
Biles from Hales, Tenn. I am trying to work my way 
through college. I don't want a job, but I am selling some- 
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thing that might interest you. I am selling subscriptions 
to America's Magazine. If I sell enough of these subscrip- 
tions I will get a scholarship to Georgia Tech. The sub- 
scription is only a dollar for five years." 

'"What course do you wish to take there, my boy?" ques- 
tioned Mr. Jennings. 

“Electrical engineering, sir," was the reply. 

“My boy," said Mr. Jennings, “I am indeed interested 
in you. A boy who will get out and work as you do de- 
serves some help. I had to work hard when I went to 
school, and I know how it is. Here is a check for $100, 
and if you need any further help, let me know," 

After giving many thanks, Thomas went on. He went 
into the suburbs and started selling. Fromi house to house 
he would go. At some places he would sell one or two 
subscriptions, while at others he would get a cold shoulder. 
It is said that some people can’t appreciate such an indus- 
trious young man. 

Finally he came to the home of Mrs. White. She was 
a widow who had to work hard to make ends meet. She 
had saved up some money with which she hoped to buy a 
vacuum cleaner. On hearing Thomas’ story she gave her 
mite to help this boy on his way through school. 

Has next stop was at a church. The Ladies’ Aid Society 
Was going on. He put his story before them and ten of 
the matrons present agreed to take subscriptions. 

As night began to fall Tom turned his steps toward his 
rooming house. He was tired in body but was happy in 
heart. 

About ten o’clock of the same night Patrolman Patrick 
Murphy’s attention was attracted by a great noise coming 
from a room in a boarding house that he was passing. 
On investigating he found four half-drunk boys fighting; 
on the floor was a large sum of money and some dice. Upon 
his inquiry from what source the money came, one of them 
replied, “Oh, we made It selling subscriptions to America’s 
Magazine, so we can go to college." 


John Moore, ’30. 





A Jungle in India 

B HE jungles of India are many and fearsome. The 
jungle is especially terrifying at night, for it is 
then that the countless denizens of the woods do 
their hunting. Many and varied are the forms of animal 
life which pace the narrow fastness of the jungles. 

The jungles are dark in the daytime, as well as in the 
night, for the great trees meet at their tops and form a 
vast canopy above the forest aisles. The trees are mostly 
large and old. Between their wide bases wind the trails 
of the inmates of these dark places. Some of these game 
trails are wide and hard-beaten and some are narrow and 
ill defined. However, all show evidence of use, for they 
are used by all except the arboreal creatures. Of these, 
the most numerous are the monkeys. These small crea- 
tures are active and voluble. They travel through the 
boughs at a great rate and, sometimes, the trees seem alive 
with them. There is an abundance of wild fowl, also jays, 
parrots and many species of rare birds found only in these 


retreats- 

The jungles have different moods, or so it seems. Some- 
times the trees are teeming with life, both animal and bird. 
This is generally in the daytime. At other times the large 
carnivora of the jungle are afoot and hungry. This is 
mostly at night. The following story is told about one 
man’s strange adventure in a place such as has been de- 
scribed : 

There is an old saying that “beggars are not choosers.” 
This same saying may well apply to a fugitive from jus- 
tice. He, being hounded at every turn by officers, natural- 
ly seeks a secluded place where he can be free from 
menace. 

Lanes Tajas was a fugitive from justice. At heart. 
Lanes didn’t believe himself guilty of murder, therefore 
he strode along blithely and with a light heart, for he was 
headed into his beloved jungle. 

Lanes Tajas was a jungle man, born and bred in a 
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small outpost of the British army in India. He had early 
manifested a love for the woods, especially for the dark 
and silent places. All of his life had been spent in or near 
the jungle, but now he had to leave the little town of his 
birth and go deep into the woods, deeper than he had ever 
been before. This was because of the tragic ending of a 
family feud- Lanes was the last male of his family and it 
was his duty to uphold his family’s name and also its 
honor. Hence, when he was attacked by one of his coun- 
trymen, he had promptly done away with the slanderer, for 
slander was all that the injury amounted to. Lanes had 
avenged it, however, as surely as he would have done had 
it been much more serious. To the British, however, the 
motive was not considered very much. 

Lanes’ act was justified in his own sight and also in 
that of the rest of his people, but not in the sight of the 
British. They took a killing for its face value and meted 
swift punishment to the offenders. They hadn’t been quick 
enough to catch Lanes, however, for he had gathered a 
small amount of food and had glided away as silently as a 
shadow that same night. 

Lanes Taj as’ present plight seemed hopeless to all ex- 
cept Lanes himself. In fact, he rather welcomed an excuse 
for a protracted journey into unknown parts for Lanes 
was an enthusiastic explorer. His only weapons were his 
knives, but these were long and sharp, and he was expe- 
rienced in their use. He had two of them and many were 
the times that he had bested the smaller wild animals; 
however, when the larger animals got in his way, he took 
to the trees, where he was nearly as much at home as the 
monkeys were. Indeed, Lanes was very much like a mon- 
key, for he was small and agile, and his face had some of 
the characteristics of the higher type of monkeys. 

On this day Lanes was very high-spirited, for he was 
at his best when he was alone in the jungle. He was timid 
when in the haunts of man, but he enjoyed being alone with 
the trees and animals. Lanes’ thoughts were far away; 
and, though he kept to the small game trail which he was 





following, he did not pay close attention to his surround- 
ings. He had traveled far when he finally decided to stop 
and eat. It was then that, warned by some sixth sense, 
he turned around and beheld a large lion close behind him, 
regarding him steadily. The lion looked more curious than 
hungry, for he made no move which would indicate that 
the pangs of hunger were gnawing at his vitals. Lanes, 
however, in sudden fright at seeing such a huge beast so 
close to him, bolted for a large tree, dead ahead. The lion, 
struck by an emotion which would be hard to define, sprang 
forward also and landed on Lanes’ back before the man 
reached the tree. 

Lanes expected a quick death, and so he closed his eyes 
and waited. The expected blow did not arrive. This, to 
Lanes, was very inexplicable, therefore he gathered cour- 
age to look up. He hardly knew what he expected to see, 
but what he saw astounded him. Standing at about twen- 
ty paces away was another lion, looking more fierce and 
terrifying than the first one, if that were possible. Just as 
he looked up the beasts charged each other. Lanes Tajas 
was free to arise, but instead he was held by the spectacle 
which the two lions presented. They were whirling and 
twisting in an intricate mass of dust and yellow fur. 

How long the battle lasted Lanes never knew, for he 
grew weary and his limbs ached, but still he watched. When 
the battle was over both lions lay on the path panting. 
One, however, was dying, and even as the man started to 
arise, it breathed its last. 

The sun was setting and the jungle was getting cool, 
but Lanes did not notice it. He was looking at the surviving 
lion. It was badly injured and Lanes, in sudden com- 
passion for its state, drew one of his knives and put an end 
to its misery. Then he looked to his own wounds. He had 
been badly mauled by his attacker, and his left arm hung 
useless at his side. Other wounds on various parts of 
his body made him look about for relief, but he found none. 
Night shades were falling and Lanes felt the call of his 
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home. He was turned, figuratively speaking, into a small 
and weary and home-sick boy. 

Lanes Tajas was nearly twice as long in returning 
home as he had ben in going away, and when he arrived 
at his family’s humble home he was utterly exhausted and 
his wounds needed attention- His mother and sister took 
charge of him and he sank into blessed oblivion when their 
administrations began. 

When consciousness returned to Lanes his first thought 
was of the British, but his mother quieted him on that 
score. It seems that the British had found that their out- 
post was too far in the interior and they had vacated it. 
Lanes was glad to hear this, for he felt doubtful of the 
justice of the rough British soldiers. He knew that he 
would never again leave his home, for this one jungle ad- 
venture had cured his lust for exploring. 

Tom Joy, ’31. 


Camera 

BE movie world has many strange codes and stand- 
ards that are accepted without question. Through 
this medley of light, tentative happenings, it 
seems improbable that many really realistic touches come 
to this great, artistic, but yet artificial world. But fate, 
with its wonderful coincidences, does its best for even this 
miniature colony. 

A crowd of actors, extras, critics, handy men and what- 
nots had collected behind a grinding camera in one of Hol- 
lywood's many motion picture studios. They seemed to be 
a bit more tense and interested than the usual loitering 
crowds. But it was no miracle, for they were observing 
something that is always interesting in Hollywood — a real 
love scene. 

A rising young star was making his first big picture 
and was taking advantage of the opportunity. The other 
party of the scene was a beautiful, alluring young girl who 
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had shown a lot of promise, but had not as yet reached the 
higher levels of moviedom. She was playing a minor part, 
but was making the best of it. 

They had thrown themselves into a careless abandon- 
ment that was unusual even in that place of unusual things. 
A mad passion seemed to envelope them, yet it was ten- 
der and gentle as that of two little birds. They seemed to 
vibrate with each lingering caress. It was this realistic 
feeling that had spread through the crowd, holding them 
as such scenes rarely do. 

This was done amid rather incongruous surroundings, 
but they were vividly unaware of it all. The director was 
doing his best, in a cooing voice, afraid that he would dis- 
turb such as he knew would be a big credit to him. The 
scene was nursed through as if it had been a tender child. 
The crowd had gotten the spirit of the thing and quietude 
and attention reigned. When the scene was over the direc- 
tor eagerly congratulated them and the crowd likewise ac- 
claimed the two tired workers. Both seemed exhausted as 
though they had been two passionate, love-torn beings. 

The crowd scattered, moving about to other interesting 
activities in the studio- The principals went like tired la- 
borers to their dressing rooms. The director was finishing 
the thousand and one details that go to make and fix a 
scene, when a busy press agent dashed up to him and with 
a smile said, “Jim, I just got news about that lovely couple 
of yours.” 

“Let’s have it,” snapped the director, in a business-like 
voice. 

“It happens that they are engaged and will be married 
next week,” the press agent snapped back, some of the en- 
thusiasm; having been taken out by the director’s lack of it. 

The director sat as if he was letting the news soak in, 
and then finally burst out in a bright, understanding smile, 
and said in a tone that once more sounded human, “Well, 
ain’t that just too sweet for words.” 


Feed Lucas, ’30. 
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One Hundred Dollars an Hour 

H ack, come here,’’ said Mr. Clayton as he sat down 
to his paper after the evening meal. Jack heard 
his father and he realized quite well that that was 
not the tone of voice in which he liked his father to call 
him. He thought awhile before he went to him,, for he 
knew he had done something to be reprimanded for. He 
could think of nothing. His grades were good and his con- 
duct for the last few weeks had been far above the average, 
so he walked in and faced his father. 

“Son, is that your cigarette butt on the basin in the 
bath room?’’ asked Mr. Clayton. 

“Gosh,’’ thought Jack to himself, “how dumb that was 
of me for leaving that lying around. I guess I’ll get it 
again for smoking,’ and he braced up for a long talk and 
answered, “Yes.” 

“Son,” said Mr. Clayton, as he started off on his usual 
fatherly advice, “I don’t know what to think of you. You 
ignore what I tell you altogether and utterly disregard 
every piece of advice I give you. You don’t seem to care. 
I tell you you are ruining your health, but still you keep 
on.” 

“But, father, I have cut it out some.” 

“Yes, and how much? You have cut it out, but still 
you have nerve enough to smoke in your own home against 
your parents’ will.” 

But Mr. Clayton soon stopped, for he saw that it was 
going in one ear and out the other. He sat looking straight 
at the boy and studying, and he finally said : 

“Jackson, I see you have not the will power enough of 
your own to cut out smoking, so I’ll tell you what I’ll do. 
It is now ten minutes to eight and you are seventeen years 
old. Now, if two years from now you have not smoked I 
will give you one hundred dollars to spend as you like.” 

“You’re on,” said Jack, eagerly, as he saw a chance to 
make a hundred dollars so easily. 

“All right, but remember, not one cigarette.” 
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For the first six months all was sweet, and? then came 
the time for dances and parties and Jack longed for his 
fag, but the hundred dollars kept him off a cigarette. One 
year had gone by and Jack felt the fifty he had made so 
easily; the next year was almost ended and then came a 
crisis. 

Jack had improved so by not smoking that he had fully 
decided to quit altogether, and when the day arrived for his 
pay he went to his father for the money. 

“Why, it is only three o’clock and the year is not up till 
ten minutes to eight.” 

“But, father, I have to be initiated into my fraternity 
tonight at eight o’clock,” pleaded Jack. 

“Well, then, you will have to wait till after it is over 
for your money.” 

This he decided to do and went to his initiation. He 
was put through, but when the last test came he was 
scared to death ; last of all he had to inhale a cigarette and 
drink sulphur water. This he refused and told them he 
would not do it. 

“You’ll have to, and do it quick, for we have to be gone 
by eight and it is seven now.” 

Jack thought of it and thought his father would think 
this permissible, so he smoked the cigarette. 

When he got home he leaped up the stairs to his father 
and demanded the hundred dollars. 

“Have you smoked the least bit in the last two years?” 
he asked. 

“Only once, tonight at the initiation.” 

“Well, then, no money for you. I told you I didn’t like 
that fraternity stuff, and if you did not have courage 
enough not to smoke you cannot have the money.” 

This hit Jack like a hammer and he left the room with- 
out a word. He thought his father stingy and unfair. He 
thought of leaving home. He went to the living room and 
fell into a chair. He tried to read the paper, but found 
no consolation in the paper and threw it on the floor. As 
the paper fell it opened. Jack saw something in it that 
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struck him like a bolt. He jumped up, ran upstairs and 
demanded his money. 

“How come?” asked his father. 

“Look at that,” said Jack, handing him the paper. 
i His father looked at it and read : “Government Officials 

t - Observe Daylight Saving Time. Time was set back today 

' at twelve o’clock.” 

“Well, here you are,” said his father, as he handed Jack 
the hundred spot. Tom Sneed, ’30. 
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This is next to the last issue of The Bulletin, and 
although the past issues have been good, weVe got the 
comimencement issue to get out. 

The commencement) issue of The Bulletin is one 
M. B. A. prides herself on. It is one M. B. A. boys are not 
ashamed of, but want everybody to see. 

We’ve only a few more weeks to put this issue out, 
and it’s a prety big job for the school to put out in so short 
a time. 

In the past M. B. A. has always put over its commence- 
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ment issues, so let’s put this one over, too. We can do it if 
we will. 

If every boy in English Four, Five and Six will put a 
real eifort in his themes and poems we can put The Bul- 
letin over in good style- If every boy in these classes 
would try to get at least one thing in The Bulletin the 
editors would not have such a hard time. It looks mighty 
good to see your name under a poem or theme that you 
have written, and you can at least know you did your part 
in getting out The Bulletin. 

Let’s all get to work and write something and try to 
make the Commencement Issue one of the best M. B. A. 
has ever put out. 

Montgomery Bell Academy is one of the oldest schools 
in the State of Tennessee and the South. Some of the most 
prominent men of the South are alumni of the school. The 
alumni are still loyal to the school and are still willing to 
make great sacrifices for the school; but however great 
their doings are, they are unable to make the school a suc- 
cess. The success of the school is up to the students of 
the present day. The students of the past have left a clean 
name and have built up an honorable reputation for their 
alma mater, and have left it in the hand of the present stu- 
dent body. This body should look forward to the future of 
the school and with the plan for a drive for new students 
should be careful in selecting their new schoolmates. 
Choose only the ones who can be trusted to uphold the 
institution in the same manner as it was upheld in the 
past. The age of school has proven its character. It has 
been through the worst of conditions and times and still 
is the best. So every student connected with it should 
strive to keep it the best by his moral, scholastic, spiritual 
and loyal attitude towards it. 


Well, fellows, we’ve struggled through seven months 
of it, yet I shouldn’t say “struggled,” because I feel quite 
sure none of us have done any “struggling.” 
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But, anyway, two-thirds of school is gone. Some have 
studied and passed, others have not studied and have not 
passed, and only wish they had studied. 

Most of us look forward to June the fourth or sixth, 
or whenever school is out, with longing hearts. We growl 
about what a rotten time we’ve had at school this year. 
But, after all, we’ve had a mighty fine time; that’s the 
trouble, we’ve had too fine a time. We haven’t done the 
studying we should, and therefore we have not passed. 
Now, I doji’t mean this for the whole school, for those that 
have studied have passed, and they do enjoy school and 
don’t care when it’s out. 

But now we’ve rounded the last lap and are on the 
home stretch. This term is the most important of all. 
Our work this term means that we either pass or fail. 

It means everything in the world to some of us- It 
means graduation of the seniors, college to some; others 
will go out into the world to work for themselves. 

Some dream of great professions, medicine, law, en- 
gineering. One failure might burst this dream as if it 
were a bubble. It means school next year for others and 
football for others. 

So, fellows, let’s get down to business and pass our 
work, and when commencement day comes around we can 
have a smile of success on our faces and not a frown of 
defeat. 


Fellows, let’s get together and bring some boys out 
here next year. M. B. A. is capable of accommodating 
two hundred boys. That means that next year we are 
going to have one hundred more boys, if we get together 
and have some school spirit. 

There aire boys in Nashville that want to go to a pri- 
vate school next year, but they don’t know which one to 
go to. If they knew as much about M- B. A. as we do, 
they would come here without a doubt- But how are they 
going to find out about it if we don’t tell them? It’s up 
to us. If others tell them about it they will leave out 
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ihe most important things. It is essential that we go out 
and bring back everybody that we think will be a credit to 
the school. If we don’t, we will find ourselves with a 
smaller school next year. Every year boys graduate, and 
those boys want the school to get better every year, so of 
course they get all the boys they can to fill their places. 
They help the school in every possible way they can, but 
they cannot do all ; it takes the whole student body to keep 
the school running right. Well, then, here is what we will 
have to do: Suppose we go out and see a boy who looks 
to be of school age ; we will ask him what school he is now 
attending. If he says, ''so and so’s school,” ask him if he 
would be interested in a real school. If he is, tell him all 
about M. B. A., and then, if he is still interested, which he. 
will be if he is any kind of boy at all, go to his home and 
tell his family all about it In order to have a good school 
you have to have good boys. Is M. B. A. a good school 
now? Well, how did it get to be good? Do you think 
that it was made good and it will always stay that way? 
No. The reason M. B. A. is a good school now is because 
the boys that have been to M. B. A. in the past have gotten 
other boys to take their place and their interest, that is 
why. If they hadn’t gotten other boys to come here, you 
wouldn’t be here. You are the boys that they got* Now 
let’s see whom you can get. If you are proud of your 
school you will get new boys to take the places of the boys 
that are leaving. The seniors are leaving, we need new 
boys. Let’s get together and fill the school. Come on, 
fellows, get to work. 


OUR GYM WORK 

This year is the first time in its history that M. B. A. 
has ever had any regular "gym” work, but we are coming 
to the front in it and by next year the system will work 
a great deal better than it has this year, because of the 
conflicts which have caused certain classes to be irregular. 

At the beginning of schol we had made arrangements 
with "Chin” Johnson, a former M. B. A- star athlete, to 
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take charge of and to direct the classes, but after the first 
week his work at the “Y,” where he is a physical director, 
became very much harder, and that left no time for him to 
b out here. But “Chile” Hardin took up where “Chin” 
left off, and he has been doing excellent work with the 
boys, especially the smaller ones. 

To our thinking “gym” is part of our education, be- 
cause it teaches us how to keep fit and how to take care of 
and to harden our bodies. If we had no health, education 
would do us very little good, because we would be sick most 
of the time and would not have time to study and to get 
an education. 

It has not been very long that we have had a “gym,” 
but a “gym” can be used for more things than basketball. 
When anyone mentions a gymnasium to one of us the first 
thing that will pop into our mind is basketball. We want 
to get more than that out of our “gym.” We want plenty 
of exercise, such as setting-up exercises, rope skipping, 
wrestling, bovxng, volleyball, indoor baseball and indoor 
tennis, but in just a short time all' of these things will be 
working out well for us if every one will take an interest 
in it. 

Nearly every school has “gymn” work, and it is com- 
pulsory for every one in school. Let everyone remember 
that a good physical training is part of our education. 

The annual report of the Southern College Association 
has just been issued, which shows the college records of 
the freshmen from the different Southern schools. M. B. 
A. stands well among the Boys’ Preparatory Schools of 
the State, being surpassed only by the McCallie School of 
Chattanooga, and this by only two-tenths of one per cent, 
the McCallie percentage for studies failed by students 
being 14.6, while that of M. B. A. is 14.8; or in other 
words, the M. B. A. freshmen passed 85.2 per cent of their 
studies. Let’s try to improve that next time. 
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Dr. Paul DeWitt, *94, has re- 
cently been elected president of 
the Protestant Hospital staff of 
this city. 

* * ❖ 

Dr. Merrill Moore, *20, who 
was recently elected president of 
the Nashville Poetry Society, has 
given up his work at St. Thomas 
Hospital and has gone for a 
year*s further experience at the 
Boston General Hospital. After 
this he intends to return to 
Nashville and settle down to his 
medical practice. 

Jis :jt * 

Armstrong Matthews, *20, 
after his graduation from Le- 
high, has made an interesting 
record in his profession of min- 
ing engineering. After some 
preliminary connections he en- 
tered the service of the Consoli- 
dation Coal Company which op- 
erates many mines and collieries 
in West Virginia, Kentucky and 
Pennsylvania. His rise has been 
rapid. His latest promotion is to 
the superintendents position of 
the Pocahontas-New River divis- 
ion — a responsible office for a 
young man of twenty-six years. 

♦ * * 

George R. Gillespie, *21, has 
been rather in the limelight re- 
cently in his attempt to outdo 
Lochinvar. Out of the West he 
rode, with Miss Katherine 
Thorne to be married in Phoenix, 


Arizona. There was disapproval 
of parents and a truce for a 
time, but everything seemed to 
settle itself, and George is at- 
tempting a movie career in Hol- 
lyvrood. Miss Thorne is a daugh- 
ter of a prominent business man 
of Chicago. 

❖ ❖ 

We record here the marriage 
of Paul L. Derryberry, *23, to 
Miss Emma Childers of Nashville 
on March 23rd. 

♦ « 

W. 0. Treanor, Jr., *22, spe- 
cial agent for the Niagara Fire 
Insurance Company, has his 
headquarters at Orlando, Fla., 
with that state and a part of 
Georgia as his territory. 

❖ * ♦ 

^'Chin** Johnson, *25, has giv- 
en up his work at the Nashville 
Y. M. C. A., and now has gen- 
eral charge of the athletic activ- 
ities sponsored by the Dupont 
Company at Old Hickory. 

5l: * * 

Edwin Frost, *26, a junior at 

Dartmouth College, visited the 

school during his Easter vaca- 
tion, and made a plea for other 
M. B. A. boys to ^^carry on** at 
Dartmouth, when he and John 
Ball, *25, now a senior, shall 
have graduated. 

* ♦ ❖ 

Maurice Moody, *27, is at Le- 
beck*s in the radio department. 
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As is usual every spring, our 
tennis tournament has been 
started. The courts have been 
rolled, drawings have been made 
and the matches have begun. It 
looks as if we are going to have 
a good tournament. Arrange- 
ments are being made for games 
with other schools. We regret 
to state that Tommy Hatfield, 
last yearns tournament winner 
and champion, is in the hospital 
and probably will not be able to 
defend his honors this spring. 

sje * * 

M. B. A. was represented in 
the T. I. A. A. Declamation Con- 
test at Columbia on April 12, by 
Tilden Proctor, who spoke, 
‘‘Happiness and Liberty,’’ by 
Robert G. Ingersoll. The schools 
represented in the contest were 
Branham and Hughes, Wallace, 
Morgan, McCallie, Baylor, Dun- 
can, B. G. A., C. M. A., Sewanee 
Military Academy and M. B. A. 
The first prize was won by B. 
G. A. 

« ^5 * 

Bill Hardin says the only way 
he can be a woman killer is to 
starve them to death. 

4 > « 

The Baylor School, after its 
inter-class baseball season, sends 
out an all-star team for a single 
game with another school. This 


game will take place on our 
grounds on the afternoon of 
May 10. 

* 

■Smart: “What have you in 
the shape of automobile tires?” 

Much Smarter: “Life pre- 
servers and doughnuts.” 

* ♦ * 

Wonderful Mother 

Who stands all heartaches and 
distress 

For the chance of your success, 
With patient toil your work to 
bless? 

Your Mother. 

Who is it works while you’re at 
play, 

From sunrise to the end of day. 
Praying you go the narrow way? 
Good Mother. 

When troubles come so fast and 
thick. 

You know who will always stick, 
Even when she’s worn and sick^ 
Sweet Mother. 

Then ’mid the shadows deep and 
vast. 

Where thou shall wander at the 
last. 

Thou wilt not then forget the 
past. 

And Mother. 

Howard Allen, ’29. 


COOLEY'S BOOK SHOP 

135 EIGHTH AVENUE, NORTH 
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A combination declamation 
and debate has been arranged 
between B. G. A. and M. B. A., 
for May 4, each school contrib- 
uting one declaimer and two de- 
baters. The question is the re- 
peal of the Eighteenth Amend- 
ment. M, B. A. has the affirm- 
ative. 

* * Sf: 

The National Boys’ Week 
Golf Tournament is scheduled 
from April 29 to May 4. M. B. 
A.’s entries have not yet been 
announced. 

* Hs Hs 

Sneed: ‘‘Early, you haven’t 
an ounce of brains.” 

Early: “Boy, I’ve got brains 
I never used before.” 

* * ❖ 

Prof.: “Use the word jargon 
in a sentence.” 

Fresh,: “When brother has a 
date there is always a jargon 
out of the cellar.” 

❖ * ♦ 

Frank Penick on front steps 
pretending he is fishing: 

0. Jones: “Caught many?” 

Pennick: “Yes, you are the 
eighth today.” 

sji ❖ * 

Bullard: “Do you know a 
good dentist?” 

Lindsey: “Yes, my brother- 
in-law.” 

Bullard: “Is he high?” 

Lindsey: “Yes, he is on the 
twelfth floor.” 

♦ * * 

Washington Frazer drove to 
school a four-cylinder car that 
was missing on five. 

❖ * * 

Joe Myers: “You know I al- 
ways throw myself into any job 
I undertake.” 

Girl Friend: “Wonderful! 

Why don’t you dig a well?” 

* * * 

The latest song hit: 

“I Wish I Had My Old Can 
Back.” 

* * ♦ 

The Bulletin staff will wel- 
come news from all quarters. 


f 
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Dedicated to Frazer 

If you do not stop your speeding 

You’ll get a shining wreath 
To glow above your empty head 

While you’re six feet beneath. 

* * * 

Teacher: “Who is George 

Washington?” 

Little Boy: “He’s the fellow 
mother thinks I am.” 

* * !j« 

Congratulations to our new 
baseball manager, Wash. Frazer. 
We shall have some fast games 
this year. 

* * 

Sneed: “It won’t be long be- 
fore the birds sing.’^ 

Hardin: “Yes, but it’s a long 
time before Santa Claus comes.” 

^ ^ ♦ 

Correct this sentence: How 
time flies between two-thirty and 
four o’clock. 

.f: He jjs 

Mr, Ball: “Ernest Jones, 

what is your father’s name?” 

Jones: “Mr. Ernest Jones.” 

Mr. Ball: “Then you are ju- 
nior?” 

Jones: “No, sir. I’m a sopho- 
more.” 

* * * 

Dick Lindsey: “Mr, Boyles, 

I have spring fever.’^ 

Mr. Boyles: “Well, don’t 
spring any of it in here,” 

❖ * 3|* 

Mr. Williams: “Say, where 
have you been? You look like 
you’ve been through the war.” 

Shropshire : “I’ve been out 

riding on Gilliam’s motorcycle.” 

Mr. Williams: “You can’t ride 
a motorcycle.” 

Shropshire : “I know it, I 
found that out.” 

* * * 

Ditto: “I saw a good looking 
girl downtown last night. She 
sure was a queen.” 

Pennick: “What did she look 
like?” 

Ditto: “As well as I remem- 
ber, she had black slippers with 
red heels and flesh colored 
hose.” 
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Macdougal the Scotchman 
doesn^t like jokes about himself. 
He says that they are at his ex- 
pense. 

^ 

Tom Sneed recently moved 
from East Nashville nearer to 
the school. East Nashville is 
prospering, but Early can^t find 
a playmate. ^ ^ ^ 

Stroud: “Louthan, what are 
you going to be when you &6t 
out of school?^^ 

Louthan: ‘'An old man.” 

❖ ❖ 

Speed Cop: “Hey, there, pull 
over!” 

McKee: “Whassamatter?” 

Speed Cop: “You were doing 
fifty miles an hour.” 

McKee: “Write that down so 
I can take it to school and show 
it.” 

» ❖ * 

Student: “If I'm studying 

when you come back, mother, 

wake me up.” 

:5s sf: ❖ 

Lucas says since his father is 
in the coal business he always 
gets cold checks. 

* ❖ 

We have ju^t learned why 
Newsom can’t play basketball, 
since he shot his foot he has 
been scared to shoot a goal. 

^ sis ^ 

Puryear says trigonometry is 
just a fancy name for tricky- 
geometry. 

« ♦ Hs 

“A bum shot” said the police- 
man as he fired at the dusky 
tramp and took another swig of 
bootleg liquor. 

sf. ❖ * 

Joe: “What’s Pete doing 

now?” 

Bill: “He opened a store re- 
cently.” 

Joe: “Doing fine, I suppose?” 

Bill: “Naw! Doing time.” 

Willie’s reading lesson was 
about ships. He came to a word 
he could not pronounce. 


Barque,” pronounced the 
teacher. 

Willie looked at his classmates 
and laughed. 

“Barque,” repeated his teacher. 

Willie looked up at his teach- 
er: “Bow-wow.” — Clipped. 

* « 

Stalled Motorist: “Know any- 
thing about cars like mine?” 

Bright Boy: “Yes, about a 
thousand jokes.” — Clipped. 

: 5 : ❖ 

Joe: “Why did you hang that 
awful picture?” 

Jim: “I couldn’t find the art- 
ist,” — Clipped. 


EXCHANGES 

“The Russ,” San Diego High 
School, San Diego, Cal. 

“The Cavalier,” Castle 
Heights Military Academy, Leb- 
anon, Tenn. 

“The Maroon and White,” 
Chattanooga High School, Chat- 
tanooga, 'Tenn. 

“The Tornado,” the McCallie 
School, Chattanooga, Tenn. 

“The Wood-Lite,” Central 
High Schol, Woodbury, Tenn. 

“Ward - Belmont Hyphen,” 
Ward-Belmont College, Nash- 
ville, 'Tenn. 

“The Sewanee Purple,” Uni- 
'f.ViP SfiTitb Sewauce. 


X eiiii. 

“The Mountaineer,” Butte 
High School, Butte, Mont. 

“The Echo,” Hume-Fogg High 
School, Nashville, Tenn. 

“The Spartan,” White County 
High School, Sparta, Tenn. 

How they look to the editors: 

“The Russ.” Glad to hear 
from our far Western friends. 
A well edited paper. We notice 
that Lytton Robinson has^ been 
elected president of the junior 
class in the San Diego High 
School. He was a former M. B. 
A. “Cootie,” in fact, one of the 
original “Cooties.” He always 
stood for loyalty and courage at 
our school, and we wish him 
great success in whatever he un- 
dertakes. 
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*‘The Cavalier.” An interest- 
ing paper, but we were unable 
to find your exchange column. 

"•The Maroon and White.’' A 
good paper from a good school. 

""The Wood-Lite.” Shows lots 
of enterprise and is constantly 
improving. 

""The Mountaineer.” A well- 
balanced paper. 

❖ $ « 

He : "‘Now, sugar — ” 

■She (excitedly) : “Yes, yes.” 

He; “Certainly goes well with 
with coffee.” — Mountaineer. 

❖ ♦ ♦ 

First: “In Hamlet why do 
they talk to the ghosts in 
Latin?” 

Next: “Don’t be dumb, be- 
cause it’s a dead language.” — 
Mountaineer. 

« 

Lady (at Zoo) : “Little boy, 
is that a zebra?” 

Little Boy: “Naw, that’s only 
a jackass what’s serving a sen- 
tence for knowin’ his oats.”« — 
The Russ. 

Conductor (after stumbling 
over an obstacle in the aisle) : 


“Madam, you must not leave 
your valise in the aisle.” 

Colored Woman: “Fo’ de Ian’ 
sake, dat ain’t no valise, dat’s 
mah foot. — Woodr-Lite. 

« 

Young Girl: “Mother, what 
did you do when a boy first 
first kissed you?” 

Mother: ^ “Never mind.” 

Young Girl: “I did the same 
thing, Mother.” — Wood-Lite. 

“My girl has oasis teeth.” 

“Howzat?” 

“Few and far between.” — 
Tornado. 

❖ J}: » 

Voice (from rear) : “Sit down 
in front.” 

The Front: “Sorry, but I 
don’t fold that way.” — Tornado. 

* 9*! :{C 

The sad part about a flea’s 
life is that he knows all his chil- 
dren will go to the dogs. — Tor- 
nado. 

^ « 

We call her “Rome” because 
she has the best forum we’ve 
seen. — Tornado. 


Castner-Knott 

Dry Goods Company 

We carry Adler Collegian Clothes for 
Young Men. Prices and styles right. 


COMPLIMENTS OF 

NORVELL « 
WALLACE 
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M. B. A., 26; St. Andrews, 14. 

M. B. A. traveled up to Sewanee for its return bout 
with St. Andrews, after defeating them once in Mont- 
gomery Bell Academy’s own gym;. The second game was 
much harder and the score was not so one-sided. The 
mountain boys seemed to be much better in the second 
bout. 

Joe Myers and Hardin were the stars of M. B. A., with 
the others also playing a very good game. 

All of the St Andrews boys played a very good and 
fast game. 

C. M. A., 21 ; M. B. A., 15 

Montgomery Bell Academy went down to Columbia 
Military Academy to battle them in their own gymnasium 
after winning the first game here in Nashville. 

After a hard and rough trip down, the M. B. A. boys 
found a very hard game awaiting them. Though fighting 
and struggling all through the game, they went down in 
defeat with the score being 21 to 15 in favor of C. M. A. 

Woodring was the star and high scorer for the Colum- 
bia boys, while Ross and Campbell also played a very 
good game. 

For the M. B. A. boys, Hardin was the high scorer, 
with Halloran following him closely. The floor work of 
Myers and Sneed was also good. 

V. U. Freshmen, 31; M. B. A-, 29 

M. B. A. played Vandy’s freshmen for the first time 
this year and were defeated by one goal. 
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This was a very fast and hard fought game ; both sides 
were playing to win. The best player the freshmen had 
was an old M. B. A. player, Bev Young. He was a star 
on the M- B. A. team for two years and is now showing 
up well as freshman captain at Vandy. 

Captain Joe Myers was the star for M. B. A., collecting 
more than half of the points, his total being 16. Hardin 
was close behind, collecting 10 points. All the others 
showed some fine floor work. 

Bev Young was the star for the freshmen, collecting 
18 points. Buford also made a good showing for himself. 

SWANEE Feosh, 30 ; M. B. A., 21 

The freshmen came down to our gym for their return 
game and won again, but not by so much as at Sewanee. 

The main cogs of Sewanee were two old M. B. A. boys, 
McAlpine and Goodman. They both together made enough 
points to defeat their old alma mater, Goodman, the Se- 
wanee captain, scoring 11 points and McAlpine 12. 

The game was very fast, with both sides fighting stead- 
ily. The mountain boys took an early lead and held it 
throughout the entire game. 

Bill Hardin was the star for M. B. A., and high scorer, 
with 13 points. The work of Sneed, Halloran and Myers 
was outstanding all through the game- 

M. B. A., 51; B. G. A., 26 

M. B. A. defeated Battle Ground Academy the second 
time in the M. B. A. gymnasium with a very one-sided 
score. 

M- B. A. showed some of the best playing that they 
have shown this year. The entire team played a very 
good game. 

Joe Myers was the star of the game, collecting 19 
points. He also showed some fine floor work. Billy Hardin 
came second with 13 points. Halloran also played well. 

W. Gilmore was the star of B. G. A., collecting half 
of the points for the losers. Kinnard played a very fine 
game, making 6 points. 
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In the T. L A. A. tournament, M. B. A. was very suc- 
cessful. Although they did not win the tournament, they 
were runners up. Two of the M. B. A. boys tied for high 
scorer, Joe Myers and Bill Hardin. W^e placed two men 
on the All-State T. I. A. A. team, Joe Myers and Fred 
Lucas. Hardin was also put on the T. L A. A. second team;. 

M. B. A., 29 ; B. & H. M. A., 17 

M. B. A. made a fine start in the tournament by elimi- 
nating Branham & Hughes Military Academy of Spring 
Hill in a fast game, 29 to 17. The first half was hard 
fought, both sides fighting to win, but finally it ended with 
M- B. A. leading. 

They came back in the second half just as strong, mak- 
ing every goal count. The floor work of Myers, Hardin 
and Halloran was outstanding for M. B. A., while for 
Branham & Hughes the entire team played good ball and 
the floor work was good. 

M. B. A., 47 ; Pleasant Hill, 13 

M. B. A. won its second game very easily from Pleasant 
Hill, the score being 47 to 13. 

The entire M. B. A. team showed some fine playing, 
even its subs adding many points against the Sparta team. 
The boys started early. At the first quarter the score 
was 10 to 1, and at the half it was 15 to 3. 

Captain Joe Myers led his team’s scoring with 19 points 
to his credit. Bill Parman, who entered the game at the 
half, was next with 10 points, followed by Hardin, who 
collected 8. 

Conner and Johnson were best for the Pleasant Hill 
boys with 4 points each. Edney and Little also played well 
for the Pleasant Hill boys. 

Tom Sneed and Fred Lucas showed some fine floor 
work for M. B. A. 

M. B, A., 31: McCallie, 20 

M. B. A. defeated McCallie to enter the finals for the 
T. I. A. A. state championship. The score was 31 to 20. 
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M. B. A.’s passing attack was too much for the Chatta- 
nooga boys. This was headed by Bill Hardin and Joe 
Myers. 

During the first period of the game both teams fought 
about evenly, but in the last half M. B. A. was too strong 
for McCallie. The best players for McCallie were Hudson 
and Watson. 

M. B. A., 11; Chattanooga Central, 33 

Chattanooga Central completely outclassed our team, 
winning the T. I. A. A. state tournament. We took the 
lead, but after a few minutes the Lookout boys started 
their machine going. 

At the end of the first half the Central boys were well 
ahead of us with the score 16 to 6. After a few minutes 
the second half started and the Chattanooga boys seemed 
twice as strong, they were sinking goals from almost any- 
where. Finally the game ended with Central winning 
33 to 11. 

Good team work played the biggest part in the Central 
victory. Bennett and H. Hammond led the scoring with 
10 points each. Olinger and Bradford also played a fine 
game. 

Joe Myers and Bill Hardin were the high scorers for 
M. B. A-, while the floor work of Nick Halloran and Bill 
Parman was good. 

M. B. A. Chattanooga Central 

Halloran F H. Hammond 

Myers F Bradford 

Hardin C Olinger 

Sneed G Bennett 

Lucas G C- Hammond 



CANDIES 


323 UNION STREET 



W. H. KIRKPATRICK 
FUEL CO. 

MINERS AND DISTRIBUTORS 

BEECH CREEK and MONDRAY 

COALS 

♦♦♦ 

1 

Handled by the Following 
Nashville Dealers 

ANDREWS COAL COMPANY 
FRED B. CASSETTY COAL CO. 

W. W. BUSH & SON 
FRANK COAL CO 
MERCHANTS ICE & FUEL CO. 

McRAE COAL CO. 

PERRY & LESTER COAL CO. 

TANKARD & WOODALL 
KEITH VAUGHN COAL CO. 
OVERTON WILLIAMS PINNER CO. 

R. H. LEE & SON 




O. Geny & Sons 

FLORISTS 

“/Sflp It with Flowers** 

PHONES 7-S145-7-2146 

1600 WEST END NASHVILLE, TENN. 

Compliments of Butts Geny 


Larry's 


LARRY BAUMAN 
Sole Owner 

SODA SANDWICHES 

2005 Broad St. 


M. B. A. SPECIAL 
Shoulder Bouquet . . $2.50 
Alwai^s Lovelif’ 

325 Union Street Church at Sixth Ave. 

OUR MISSION 

m Ife cotitiiiDed production of Good Printing. Having the most 

isd eqnipment and devoting all of our efforts to this one 
sf pcmnng business enables us to give you 

BETTER PRINTING : : BETTER SERVICE 

HERMITAGE PRINTING CO. 

138 Third Avenue, North 


mSL W. T. BERRY 

EARLY & BERRY 

WIME^ AUTO A>'D BOND 
INSITRANGE 

Sac'is&i ATsnue. North 



COMPLIMENTS OF 


Martin - Rollow 


SEE 

Joe Leftwich 

For the Latest in 

SUITS, HATS AND FURNISHINGS 
at 

General Shirt Stores, Inc. 

17-19 ARCADE 



